i. 

Anchor's away, 

And set adrift here is an attribute — 
A character quality. 

It yawns beneath me. 

It is a slumbering restlessness. 

Its basis is beyond time. 

It is behind: 

Time has moved on. 

Doesn't make much difference: 
Swells rise over glum depths, 
Shoulders are overlooked. 

It is a merry anomaly 1 
It is not so deep as dark. 2 
It is a testament. 
It cannot hide in letters; 
They are all brushed aside. 

Ideas. All spun from the same fabric 
Until the day they are stained 
(We must dye with every word). 

It is a tapestry. 

It is out of context with itself. 

It is always being woven. 

It has been woven 

From a thread with no two ends. 

Escape won't escape itself: 

A self will never not be, 

Even never knowing that it was. 



1 [that] 

2 Its darkness is its depths 



It is an ocean 

Spreading away beneath, besides, beyond, behind 

Don't mind me, 

I've minded myself enough. 

I've selfed a mind of my own, 

Set adrift in this me 

So rough: 

All I ever will have known, 
All the me I've never been. 

ii. 

Tired and thread-barely making it, 
Making it but it unravels the same. 
Broken off from the bedrock, 
Awoken and chipping pebbles 
Into grains of sand. 

Down drift the little pieces, knit 
In reverse, frame by frame. 
Gears fit to build a clock, 
All rebels, 

Focused upon a narrow band. 

The sands collect and form a beach. 
The sands shift at my command. 
The deeper earth is out of reach. 
Design: a gift, but not so grand. 

Different strokes, each distinct 
Different strokes propel as one 
Time was the difference, then I blinked 
And time was heat, and I the sun 
And it was light, and we were kin 
And it grew dim through filters, names 
But I, in truth, have always been 
While it was not, it just became 



a. making it 



It wasn't a seed, necessarily. 

Not borne by necessity, that is. 

It became at an instant delineated by a definition, 

But any starting line drawn now will have been run over. 

Here's the pill that sticks — 

That we arise from such a productive environment, 

That creation is a necessary process, 

That the greatest intelligence is inevitability, 

That creativity is measured in loosened grips. 

b. what is it 

Infinity lies in a point only in one dimension. 
Once we consider direction, we lose our bearings. 
Infinity compounded upon itself yields open questions, 
Direction forgets the question of the dead end. 
It is such a point. 

It is a point preoccupied with a vector; 

It doesn't know the magnitude of its artifact of time. 

It doesn't know that it is an action, a movement, a predicate. 

It thinks it has form, but has only mass. 

It thinks its mass is its own; it firmly believes in the lines it draws in the sand. 

c. how it works 

It follows the law it epitomizes. 

It is Murphy telling all "nothing's wrong." 

Cannot be proven false, it must be true. 

Truth is how well a thing can fit, 

But there is no descriptive capacity for its absolute. 

It is, and it is again, and it was, all at once. 

It is an idea, and when we speak of it specifically, 

We only speak of a moment, 

An analogy to the it not specified, 

To the it that is being then. ' 



